224                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
hand. A few Germans were posted at the entrance, ting no more than two or three nurses at a tune*
The Green Car was divided into two compartments They let me into the first one I was so shocked at seeing a nun sitting there with a rosary at her waist that I did not even look at first at the Gestapo-man at her side. The woman wore the simple gray habit of the Ursuhne Sisters A bit of hair> with no lustre or softness to it, showed from under her close-fitted coif She had large blue eyes, the only beautiful feature of her unpleasant face Her slon was bad, her nose reddish and large. The papers I had brought to the Green Car for the Gestapo seal of approval lay on the table before her. After scanning tihem carefully, she spoke rapidly in German to the Gestapo officer He took the papers in hand now. I looked at him and felt as if an iron had been plunged into me. The Gestapo-man was no stranger to me He was the same man who had questioned me at Gestapo Headquarters some two years before. Not a muscle in my face twitched, as I strove hard to give no sign of recognition. I watched him move his pencil down the list of names. Clearly, my Identity escaped him completely.
The old grandmother and her five children were allowed to go to some relatives at Kastow. As the cart on which they had loaded her and the little ones was passing me at the gate, she turned her tortured old head toward me and spoke in a weak, trembling voice. "May God bless you, my dear. May He guide your steps wherever you go and may He help you in your hour of need as you have helped those who seeded your help/*
room where the nurses and the Polish doctors ate was filled to overflowing. They were serving cabbage soup that day. Everybody in the long, winding line was holding some sort of a vessel One woman had a demitasse cup, another a tm can and still another a preserve jar* I had